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At Twilight's End 
by smwrites 


Summary 


'Loid Forger' is dead. 
Agent Nightfall ties up the loose threads he left behind with the Forger family. 
And becomes more 'Fiona Frost' in the process. 


(Yor definitely helps.) 


Dusk 


Chapter 1: Dusk 


It was unfortunate that 'Loid Forger' had to die. 


It had already been one year since he put together a fake family, all for the sake of Operation 
Strix. But with tensions escalating between Westalis and Ostania, WISE could no longer 
afford the time that was necessary for the success of the mission. And so, it was declared 
abandoned. 


There was no need to continue this facade. 


“Your name was successfully removed from the staff list of the Hospital” Fiona spoke in low 
tones, as she gazed upon a mannequin modelling a dress. A passer-by looked at her then 
turned to look at the dress too. But it wasn’t just a case of monkey see monkey do. Sharing a 
moment in window shopping was a near perfect cover. The guy beside her just nodded his 
head in acknowledgement, but said nothing. Understanding that there’d be no more 
conversation, Fiona turned forward and continued on her walk. 


“Please check on them from time to time, will you?” 


Fiona didn’t reply. 


The bell rang. A muffled ‘coming!’ was heard in response. 


“Oh! You are Miss Fiona...Loid’s colleague” Yor said. It was evident from her reaction that 
she was not expecting her arrival. She had to make this short. 


“I came to hand over a few belongings of Loid from the Hospital” Fiona offered a package 
from her handbag. Her excuse wasn’t entirely a lie, but she could have had them disposed of, 
instead of delivering them to Mrs. Forger. After all, she had no obligations to the Forger 
family, now that Operation Strix was cancelled. But something told her that it’d be better if 
she took this course of action. 


E pi l 


Yor took the package carefully. “Thank you so much for this!” her voice was grateful, and it 
made Fiona sick. “Please have a seat, I was just preparing tea.” 


Against her better judgement, she accepted. 


The apartment was silent, save for the occasional clink of the utensils and muted hum of 
household machines. The quietness confirmed that the remaining family members were not 
currently in the house. 


The family photos were still the same, and so were the various household accessories. Except 
that the flower vase now no longer housed flowers and the everchanging calendar of course. 
It was Tuesday. 


She sat at their dinner table and moments later tea was served. Yor poured herself a cup too 
as she took a seat facing her. 


“Where’s Anya?” Fiona asked. 


“Frankie took her with him along with Bond to check out potential tutors. They’ll be back 
soon” Yor said, cradling her cup with both hands. Right, it was going to be winter soon, 
Fiona recalled. 


“Umm, thank you once again for the package...it was very kind of you, Miss Fiona” Yor 
said, when Fiona was quiet. “Loid always held you in high regards.” 


“The money that he left, is it enough to cover Anya’s schooling?” 
“For her schooling, yes.” 


Fiona did not miss the choice of words. Loid had definitely saved enough money for them, 
but not to cover their entire living expense for the next twelve years. And while Yor earned 
enough with her civil servant job, it could not be guaranteed that they’d have a well-off life in 
case of any unforeseen emergencies. 


Why was she adding to the expense then? Hiring a tutor was an unnecessary burden on the 
family. Yor could teach the kid herself. 


No, she couldn’t. Fiona already knew Yor’s upbringing- how she had raised her brother alone 
by taking on oddball tasks. It was certain that Yor definitely didn’t get the requisite education 
to teach a kid, let alone a kid attending the Eden Academy. 


She finished her cup of tea and got up. 
“You are leaving already?” 


God, why did she sound so hopeless? She was her contender for Loid’s affection, the one that 
Loid chose instead of her. Even if he denied it, there were clear signs that he cared for this 
woman. She had carried herself with so much more strength in their few meetings that it sent 
a wrong feeling to see her like this. So different, yet not. 


“Yes.” 


Fiona glanced at her watch. If ‘Loid’ was alive, he’d be returning right now. 


But he wasn’t. 
“T have to cook some food for dinner, so I must leave now.” 


“Right. Yes, dinner is important” Yor laughed nervously. She looked like she wanted to say 
something, but instead opted to open the door as Fiona put on her shoes. 


“If you want, I can tutor Anya” Fiona said as she walked out. She did not know what 
possessed her to extend the offer, but now she could not take it back. 


“Really? Then can you teach her on Friday evenings?” 
“Sure. I wish you goodnight.” 


She did not wait to hear it back. 


It still puzzled her why she made that offer. 


It wasn’t like Yor was completely helpless or was in dire financial need. And Loid had clearly 
roped Frankie into this as well as she inferred from her last visit to the Forger household. 
Besides, Yor also had an employed younger brother whom she could turn to for assistance. 


Goodness of her heart? Fiona doubted it. 


But there was no time to dwell on this issue further as she found herself tutoring the adopted 
daughter of Loid. Anya was a receptive child but sometimes acted erratically at her methods- 
granted she was stricter than most teachers. 


“This is too hard. Maths is too hard” Anya whined, as she flopped down her head on the 
desk. 


“Maths was always hard. Loid did well teaching you at least some basics. You went wrong 
here, try again” Fiona circles out the step on which Anya had erred. 


“You are so rude, at least the other tutors whom I had talked with were not so rude. I hate 
Maths!” 


“Anya” Yor’s voice broke her tantrum. “Miss Fiona had been incredibly kind to offer her 
services. Do not take it for granted” her voice, ever so serene, floated from the kitchen, which 
only made Anya huff. But she picked up her pencil to reattempt the problem regardless. 


Inwardly, Fiona heaved a sigh of relief. She wasn’t quite the best with kids, and Loid’s kid 
had become brattier after his departure. Maybe belting wasn’t a redundant approach, after all. 


“Solved!” 
“Hmm. It is correct.” 


Yor came over with snacks. Anya gleefully gobbled them- Yor’s cooking had considerably 
improved within a year of their married life. People no longer vomited or had diarrhoea upon 
consumption of her cooked food. But ever aware of any potential risks, Fiona avoided the 
snacks, settling just for the tea instead. 


“That’ll be it for today. Here, a practice sheet. Solve the problems till next week, it’ll solidify 
what you have learned today” Fiona placed a booklet on the table. “Miss Yor, make sure she 
completes it. Else, she runs the risk of failing the subject.” 


“Ugh, noooo!” Anya ran off from their table and shut herself in her room 


“Oh, um, thank you for this. Sorry for her behaviour, I’ll teach her better next time” Yor said, 
a bit embarrassed. She didn’t call out to Anya then and there, which was a habit of Loid, as 
Fiona had often heard from Twilight’s anecdotes. But then again, he wasn’t there anymore. 


“Miss Yor, here, a book for you. Try to read and solve at your own pace. A parent should also 
grow with their child. You can even help Anya when I am not around” Fiona said as she 
prepared to leave. 


“Miss Fiona?” Yor called out tentatively. 
“How much should I pay you? For this book? And your sessions?” 


“They are free. I am not a professional tutor, and it’s unlikely that these sessions will continue 
forever. You do not need to pay for them.” 


“No, no, no, no. That would be too much! At least have dinner with us!” Her hands made 
various sorts of animated motions, all aimed at refusal, but to the common folk it’d seem 
rather endearing. But Fiona was no common folk- she was a trained spy, although recently 
she felt she was losing her edge for making irrational decisions. 


What’s one more? 
“Fine. If that’s what is acceptable to you. I’ll be leaving now.” 


Fiona exited the complex and exhaled heavily. Her breath was a light fog in the cool air and 
nightfall had long since extinguished the remains of daylight from the fleeting dusk. 


Midnight 


Chapter Summary 


Someday, Fiona thought, he would leave WISE too. Just like he left Nightfall. Just like 
he left the Forgers. 


And she loved him. She could love her too. 


“I did.” 


Twilight’s answer to her question was not unexpected. But the fact that he so readily gave out 
an honest answer caught her by surprise. Not that she let it show- her face remained an 
impassive mask, expression schooled into her usual stern one. 


Deep down in her heart, she wished that it was her that Twilight admitted his feelings for 
instead of Yor Briar Forger. 


Operation Strix had changed him. 
(The Forgers had changed him.) 
“But I burned that bridge a while ago. So, don’t worry too much about me, yeah?” 


“I wasn’t worried about you. Merely curious where you are being dispatched to for your next 
mission” she said as she eyed his packed suitcase. 


“Well, the location is supposed to be confidential. But not in Berlint at least” he replied as he 
donned his hat. “Good luck with yours.” 


And just like that, he left her too. 


Anya hadn’t taken kindly to her supposed father’s death. But she had gotten over the incident 
fast. Being bereft of a father, or any kind of parental figure, was nothing new to her. And 
everyone eventually left her anyway. 


“Your score’s are improving. You should be able to at least pass in the next set of tests at 
school” Fiona glanced over her practice sheets. She had come prepared with a backup plan in 
case her pupil hadn’t completed them, but it seemed she didn’t need to resort to using it. 


“Can I have a break now? I did good right?” Anya asked hopefully, dialing up her puppy 
eyes. 


“No. It’s just been twenty minutes. A break so soon would disrupt the flow of this session” 
Fiona dashed her hopes with a simple rejection. 


“Papa would let me have it when I did good” Anya puffed up her cheeks in irritation. Her 
ruse was seen through, and she decided that pulling the father card would probably get her a 
positive response. 


“We are not the same.” 


“Both of you are huge liars,” she muttered. Bond came up to her, as if sensing her frustration, 
trying to comfort her through a low rumbling sound. Anya patted him gently, running her 
hand through the white fur. “At least Ma is still here, even without Papa. Else I would not 
even be going to Eden.” 


The inference from Anya’s statement was easy to draw. Somewhere during the course of 
running their charade, Yor too had developed feelings for Loid. Feelings strong enough to 
keep her tethered to the Forger family. It was too bad that Twilight never knew that his 
feelings weren’t unrequited. But words had power, way too much power. If he had acted on 
his feelings and made them known, there was no way he’d be able to keep up with his 
mission of achieving peace. 


And peace was something he wanted the most, even more than the Forgers. 
More than her. 
Bond barked. 


“Looks like someone is hungry. Bond, it’s time for your food” Yor hollered from the kitchen 
when she heard the bark. 


“PII do it, Ma!” Anya replied back, getting down from the table. She flashed her tongue and 
smirked at Fiona when she seized the opportunity to escape. 


Fiona closed the books and practice sheets before her. It was clear that the child would not 
study anymore today. At least, she was showing signs of improvement. Fiona took a deep 
breath. 


“Long day?” Yor asked as she plated the food in front of her, clearing out the table. 
“Yes. Lots of patients at the hospital today. Thank you for the food.” 


Yor seated herself opposite to her, cradling a tea cup with both her hands. It was early for 
dinner, but since Fiona had to leave soon, Yor had prepared her meal in advance. 


“You are doing so much for Anya, it is the least I could do.” 
“Hmm.” 


“Also, I have been reading the book that you gave me, it was a little complicated, but I think I 
am getting the hang of it. At least now I can help Anya with her homework a bit.” 


“Hmm.” 


Her one word responses would have killed the conversation, but Yor carried on undeterred, 
sharing tidbits of their life with her. Loid came up in the topic once, but something in Fiona’s 
gaze made her change the topic immediately. And soon Nightfall’s dinner was finished. 


“Yor. Pd like to apologise.” 
“But for what?” 


“T lied that Mr. Forger complained about you at work, and I am sorry for insinuating that he 
did not appreciate you. I thought he could have done better with another wife, but he was 
happy with you.” 


“Oh,” Yor mouthed. Her eyes watered, tears threatening to spill over. 


“He loved you very much, Yor” Fiona said, looking anywhere but her face. Her eyes met the 
floor, and she saw the Yor’s tear drops darkening the floor when they hit with a soft plip. A 
strange way of apologising where one didn’t even meet the eyes of the person they were 
apologising to. Perhaps she was embarrassed. Ashamed. 


Afraid- 


“I didn’t know,” Yor whispered, voice torn and so, so resigned. She didn’t want to worry 
Anya, in case the kid heard her. Wiping her tears, she said “I am glad. I am glad that I made 
him happy.” 

“Thank you, Miss Fiona.” 


-to see Yor crying. 


Fiona dreamt. 


She was in the middle of a meadow, all alone. She started walking in her dreamland, wearing 
only a white dress and nothing else, not even shoes. Barefooted as she was, she soon 
stumbled upon a stray piece of rock and fell down. When she got up, there was a tombstone 
before her. 


It read out as ‘Loid Forger’. 
There were flowers upon his gravestone. An assortment of roses, azaleas and carnations. 
Fiona awoke to the lingering smell of chloroform. 


Oh right, she was pretending to be kidnapped in one of her missions. On a Friday late 
afternoon. Handler had the worst timing, assigning a mission when she was buying flowers. 
Well, at least the bouquet she had bought was safe, clasped safely in her hands. 


Unfortunately, it did not last the mission. 


She escaped from the car, when it hit a street lamp. The fuel tank was leaking, and the worst 
happened- the car caught fire. She dragged out their target from the car, thankfully, just one, 
and handed him over to the WISE agents who were in pursuit. The flowers though, she 
couldn’t save them, and settled for watching as the flames fed on them. 


A bouquet of roses, azaleas and carnations. 

Handler gave her a pat on the back for a job well done, that too, so quickly. 

“Here. This fell from the car when you were kidnapped” she handed something to her. 
It was a single red carnation flower. 


At least, her apology gift for Yor hadn’t been reduced to ashes entirely. This would have to 
do. 


The mission hadn’t caused the same amount of anticipation as imagining Yor’s reaction did. 
She could always pretend that a crying Yor didn’t warrant an apology. But she chose not to. 
Their meetings should be normal, organic- else parting ways would be too messy, like 
Twilight’s departure. She was not going to commit the same mistake as him. 


“Oh, hello Miss Fiona! Punctual as always” Yor greeted happily. “Take a seat. Anya is 
already pre-” 


“Yor. I have something to give you,” Fiona brought out a red carnation. “For the previous 
time. It wasn’t my intention to cause you distress and just leave.” 


Yor took the flower, gently, carefully, from her hand. She was smiling. And suddenly 
everything was okay. Her mind felt rested, content- on seeing the mirth on Yor’s face. 


“I wasn’t angry at you, no, never. But I am happy that you thought about me- about us.” 


About us. 


‘Us’ sounded wonderful. Yor and Fiona. Fiona and Yor. 


She probably meant that with regards to Anya and Bond. Yes, there was no need to feel so 
warm at such simple words. It was all in her head. She observed as Yor hummed to herself as 
she placed the flower in the vase and poured some water in it. 


And suddenly, something felt whole again. 


Nightfall couldn’t quite put a finger on the feeling, but that was alright. She’d commit this 
feeling of wholeness in her memory, so that she always had something to soothe her heart 
with. 


Yor had called her on the office telephone today. Said that Anya had a sleepover with a 
school friend that night and that she need not visit that day for her usual tutoring session. 
Somehow, Nightfall didn’t feel too happy with that fact, no matter what she rationalised her 
mind with. 


Oh well, she was already executing one of the missions assigned to her. It was better that she 
focused on that, rather than the frustrated feelings that seemed to have taken a root of their 
own. But things, as usual, were easier said than done. 


She had been baiting a guy to tail her up to their deserted hospital parking lot of employees in 
order to grab him for some information, but her plan was simply thwarted when he had the 
misfortune of drawing Yor’s attention. A powerful roundhouse kick rendered him 
unconscious- almost bludgeoning his face, and Yor looked rather worried. 


For her, that is. 


“Are you okay?! He didn’t hurt you, did he?” frantic eyes roved over her, observing her for 
any injuries. 


But Fiona didn’t spare Yor any time for observing her, running to the collapsed man instead. 
She placed two fingers on his neck- still breathing. But his nose was messed up, maybe even 
broken. 


“Miss Fiona! You are alright, aren’t you? I got him good, I think” Yor reached out to help 
steady her. 


“Yor.” 


The raven haired woman stopped just shy of touching Nightfall. 
“Why are you here?” 

“I came to return your book and-” 

“Do you have any idea what you have done?” 

«j» 


“You can’t just assault someone out of the blue. Look at what you’ve done to him- I'll need 
to overstay at the hospital for this,” Nightfall spewed her rebukes, watching as Yor drew into 
herself, growing smaller with every word that she spoke. The image was dissonant to her 
observations- Yor had always been the taller one between them. 


“I’m sorry. He seemed to be stalking you- and here you were all alone- I didn’t want anything 
ill to happen to you” Yor hung her head, as she fumbled with her explanation. 


“T wanted to help you,” she added, her voice contrite. 


Nightfall sighed. It was the nearest to an expression that she had ever made ever since she 
started training under Twilight. Somehow, Yor kept drawing out all sorts of emotions she 
masked with her stern look. 


And Nightfall couldn’t handle it. So, she kept quiet. 
“PII leave. Sorry for causing you trouble” Yor said, and then left. 


Fiona did not stop her, having bigger issues at hand to worry about. The man gained 
consciousness soon- and then it was way too easy to obtain information from him. Yor’s kick 
had instilled the fear of death in him, and Nightfall did not have to resort to any unfavourable 
tactic to make him speak. He was turned in, of course, WISE agents clearing up the scene 
efficiently. 


Her mission was a success, and when she was leaving, the old lady at the hospital reception 
called out to her. 


“Miss Fiona, a lady came by to return a book of yours” she passed on a book from her 
cabinet, along with a boxed meal in a paper bag. “Also said that she made you some food as 
thanks for letting her borrow it. Saved you dinnertime, eh?” 


“She did?” 
“Yeah, she was looking for you, did you meet her?” 
Fiona took the bag. “I was busy.” 


“It’s good that you have at least one friend. I thought you didn’t have any. Be sure to hold on 
to your friendship- she seemed very sweet.” 


Friend. Could she even call Yor a friend? 


The word weighed heavily on her mind on her way home. It started snowing when she 
reached her quarter- the first snow of the year. Maybe it was the cold that was making her 
heart heavy and not the fact that it was Friday and she would not spend it with the Forgers. 
And so, she chose to heat the dinner she had received instead of focusing on friends. 


But even the warm meal could not drive away the cold that had filled the Yor shaped vacancy 
in her heart. 


Fiona chalked up the cold to the winter. 


(She missed her more than she’d like to admit.) 


Nightfall caved to her feelings. Naturally, she mused. How could she expect herself to hold 
up against what she felt, when even Twilight wasn’t immune to Yor’s being? 


But she could do more. Take a step forward, where her mentor had stopped. Put her emotions 
into words. But that went against what he had taught her- a spy must hide their emotion well. 

And she had followed his words to the letter, masking her emotions with a blank face only for 
him to leave. 


Someday, Fiona thought, he would leave WISE too. Just like he left Nightfall. Just like he left 
the Forgers. 


And she loved him. She could love her too. 

She visited the City Hall after two days in the hopes of meeting her. 
“Oh, Yor Forger? Why do you even want to meet her?” 

“Call it a friendly visit.” 


“She has friends? No offence lady, no one turns up for a visit to Yor, except maybe for her 
crazy brother.” 


Camilla shuddered, seemingly having recalled the memories of one Yuri Briar. Fiona didn’t 
sympathise with her one bit; she was wasting her time. 


“Does that widow owe you money or something?” 


“Yor,” Fiona called out, voice stern, when she spotted her in the background. She thought Yor 
might not hear her from afar- but she did, turning back to face her. Nightfall strutted past 
Camilla, straight to her target. 


“I wanted to talk- do you have time?” 
“T, uh- my boss needs me, and then I have to have lunch too. And then-” 
“Lunch would be amenable, yes?” 


“T’m sorry Miss Fiona, but I already scheduled it with someone else” Yor looked at her with 
apprehension. Her boss hollered in the background, and Yor excused herself from the scene. 


Nightfall understood a lie when she heard one, but she couldn’t fault Yor for avoiding her- 
not after their last altercation. No matter, she still had a chance of meeting her on Friday. 


Her meeting with the Shopkeeper went well. He wasn’t too surprised by her decision; said 
that he had seen it coming after her mission onboard the cruise ship. They shared tidbits 
about how Yuri was doing- he was the reason after all for her decision to join them. 


“Things don’t look so bleak now that Yuri’s doing well, and I want to be a good role model 
for Anya” Yor said. “The job at the City Hall is good enough for me, and I can keep 
supporting her this way.” 


“All excellent points, young one, but you should know that the war is truly not over yet. Are 
you sure about this?” 


It’d been a long while since Yor felt remotely young, but being addressed as such made her 
blush. “I’m not little anymore! But yes, I have decided to at least live out these pockets of 
peace while I still can.” 


“Farewell, then. I wish you all the best.” 


You can never return, went unsaid. There was no place for deserters in The Garden. Those 
were the rules. Traitors were weeded out and those that chose to give up, could never contact 
them again. 


A part of her wondered whether she’d regret it. But Yor could not deny that she felt a weight 
being lifted off her shoulders. She made her way back to home, and just in time too, as Anya 
was getting down from the bus back from her school. 


“Ma! You are here!” Anya rushed to hug her. 
No, Yor didn’t regret it at all. 
“Ma looks happy today. I’m glad” she said, grinning widely as she felt Yor hug her back. 


“T used to look sad?” Yor asked as she broke the hug. Children are so perceptive- she could 
not believe that Anya picked up on her worries about her supposed fight with Miss Fiona. 


“Somewhat. But now you don’t- come on, let’s go home quickly, I’m hungry.” 
“Yes. Let’s go home.” 


She’d have to make it up with Miss Frost tomorrow when she came to tutor Anya. But Friday 
passed by and Yor waited till the seconds ticked past midnight only for Fiona to never turn 


up. 


Dawn 


“I don’t know, Yuri. She didn’t tell me” Yor found herself fidgeting with a lock of hair as she 
sorted out her worries with her brother. “I tried calling at the hospital- even though she does 
not like me checking up on her at work but they only said that her visit to the countryside ran 
longer.” 


“Calm down, sister” Yuri tried placating her. “That means she is well, right? Maybe it was an 
emergency and she didn’t get the time to inform you. And anyway, you could always call me 
if you need help with Anya’s studies.” 


Yor nodded at his words, but the lack of conviction in her eyes hurt Yuri. He just wanted her 
to stop worrying, and have faith in what he had said. 


“But I...nevermind, Yuri. I guess we were just too much for her” a sad little smile graced her 
face, melancholiness seeping through it. Yuri could not handle it, seeing her like this. He 
bade her and Anya a hasty farewell, promising to himself that he’d track down one Fiona 
Frost, wherever she was. 


It had been three weeks since Fiona disappeared upon the Forgers. The sudden disappearance 
didn’t quite sit well with Yor. She knew that Fiona had wanted to say something to her- even 
taking the pain of turning up at her workplace to talk to her, but she had taken it for granted. 


She regretted it everyday; she had been too foolish. Or maybe she was being foolish now, 
being frantic over the well being of her friend. Or maybe, Fiona was just fine and was 
avoiding her after Yor had dismissed her. Her heart was anxious, she could not bear the 
thought of Fiona hating her. 


Yuri’s advice to take it easy had done nothing to quell her unrest. Oh how she wished she was 
brave enough to ask for his help- but her showing concern over anybody else’s happiness and 
well being had always triggered the jealous streak of her brother. And after a lifetime of 
witnessing it, Yor preferred a non raucous way of dealing with him- and her emotions. 


But truly, what were these emotions that she was feeling, that was the source of turbulence in 
her heart? 


Sometimes, she wished Loid was still there with them- he seemed to have a logical 
explanation to everything. 


“I found her” Yuri dropped the bombshell four days later. 


“You...did?” Yor asked, awaiting confirmation. 


“Well, mostly. Someone matching her looks and description was spotted near the border of 
Berlint with Ostania. There had been skirmishes and the border security forces required 
medical help. She could have been dispatched there for her services” Yuri explained. 


“Oh.” 


She looked lost in thought, eyes looking at him, unfocused, her mind somewhere far away. 
Then, all of a sudden, it was trained on him, the red of her eyes shining akin to sharpened 
steel. 


“Thank you, Yuri. Thanks a lot” she smiled. 


Yuri knew all too well what it meant. And he also knew he would not be able to stop her. But 
that was alright. She was his elder sister - she had taken care of him throughout his 
childhood, she could take care of herself now too. He settled his heart, faith holding his 
worries at bay. 


“Just don’t do anything stupid alright? The brat still needs you.” 
“I won’t.” 


Yuri left, and Yor busied herself with buying tickets for the train to a quaint little station at 
the edge of Berlint. She left Anya and Bond at the care of the Blackbell’s for three days 
before setting out on her journey and promised that she’d call everyday at least once. 
Alongside a small luggage, she took a photo of a certain doctor, Fiona Frost, with herself. 


The day she started her journey, Donovan Desmond was assassinated. 


Ostania smelled the chaos, (and the opportunity) like a warmongering bloodhound and 
mounted an attack on Westalis. The border is streaked red, with the embers of the inflamed 
gunpowder and the crimson of the blood of the soldiers. 


Frankie swung by the Blackbell’s residence once, as was requested by a worried Yor. She 
didn’t want to let Anya feel lonely. Although the child would be accompanied by Bond and 
her friend, she figured a familiar adult figure would put her at ease. 


While Yor had not mentioned the exact reason for her departure to him, it did not take much 
long for him to put two and two together and figure out she would be out looking for 
Nightfall. A fruitless endeavour, if taken on without any proper plan. If Nightfall didn’t want 
to be found, she wouldn’t be found - at least by Yor. But still, he had a soft corner for Anya, 
Loid’s little girl who loved him like an uncle - and made up his mind to at least do whatever 
he could to ensure Yor’s safe return. 


In the safety of Berlint, Anya prayed for her mother’s safety. 


“Civilians are not allowed past this area,” a soldier in uniform stopped Yor. “There’s a war 
going on, lady.” 


“I know, I came here to find somebody. Can you tell me if you saw this person anywhere?” 
Yor took out the photo. “Or, if there’s a clinic or hospital nearby?” 


The soldier took a long look at the photo and then shook his head. “I am sorry, I haven’t. A 
relative of yours?” 


“A friend.” 


“If she lived nearby, it’s possible she already left, or worse, dead. It is not safe here - there 
was a bombing last night, you should leave soon too.” 


“Then...” 
“There is no clinic around here, lady. Nobody is going to save you in this god forsaken area.” 


Her heart dropped, would she really return empty handed from this endeavour of hers? She 
had already enquired about Fiona in that area that Yuri had mentioned - but nobody could 
give her any guidance regarding whether she was there at all. She walked back to the quaint 
little town she had got down at from the train. 


The sun had already set a while back - the remnants of dusk fading out with every passing 
minute. She needed to find an inn, fast but before that she needed to call Anya to reassure 
her, as promised. Fortunately, she found a phone booth nearby, and quickly dialed the 
Blackbell’s residential number. 


Anya seemed fine, a little eager to talk to her, over the phone - she had missed her. The child 
told her about her day, what happened in school, what she had for lunch and that she walked 
Bond that day along with uncle Frankie and Betty. Yor reminded her to be on her best 
behaviour and complete her homework. 


She had missed Anya too. 


The call ended soon with goodbyes and take cares and Yor places down the handle softly, her 
heart heavy with longing and frustration. 


The phone rang again. Yor picked it up immediately, thinking Anya might have forgotten to 
say something. 


“Yor.” 


“Umm, who is this?” 

The voice sounded weird, distorted. 

“Miss Yor, meet me near the local church.” 
The line disconnected. 


It was a strange call, and Yor wondered whether she should follow the instructions. Her eyes 
scanned the surrounding, and located the church tower amidst the skyline. It was only a few 
minutes of walking distance, almost at the city centre. She figured even if the call was a 

waste of time, she’d have better chances of finding an inn to stay the night at the city centre. 


When she reached there, she found Fiona waiting for her at the church gate. 


“So, this is where you have been staying” Yor commented as she checked out the room. 
There was no separate bedroom or kitchen. A dinner table and a single chair adorned the 
centre of the room. “It is...nice.” 


“You suck at lying, but I get the sentiment” Fiona replied as she brought out a tool from 
behind the kitchen aisle and arranged it at the table. “You should freshen up. Dinner will be 
ready shortly.” 


Yor nodded in agreement. 


When she came out of the bathroom after her shower, dressed in a nightgown, her hair 
damp, there was already food on the table. Fiona seemed to stare at her for a moment before 
turning her gaze towards the food. 


“Thank you for the food and letting me stay, Miss Fiona” Yor spoke up as they started their 
meal. 


Fiona hummed in response, busy chewing her food. 


“I wanted to ask whether you’d come back to Berlint” Yor said. “You left so suddenly - I was 
worried.” She ate slowly, waiting for Fiona to respond, every second feeling an hour long. 


“T got injured in an accident on an assignment here, and I didn’t have the time to leave you a 
notice,” Fiona finally replied, lifting her shirt a bit - enough for Yor to get a glimpse of the 
purpling bruises underneath. It wasn’t entirely a lie - WISE did send her to the borders to 
collect intel, but she had already completed the mission a few days back. And the success 
was highly effective, judging by how soon Donovan was killed. 


“Anya and Bond must have missed me.” 


“I missed you too,” Yor said, as she finished her dinner. 


Fiona averted her gaze. The point blank heartfelt statement fed the blooming feeling in her 
mind. She did not reply, instead opted to focus on washing the dishes. She still hadn’t 
answered Yor’s query, mulling over what to say to her. 


“Hey Yor? I missed you too” she started the conversation. The night was quiet, and in the 
absence of the sound of clinking dishes and utensils, silence was a heavy cloak that embraced 
them. 


“The days I was away from you - it was busy, but I always thought that if I couldn’t return, 
I'd be leaving you without even saying goodbye. And I hated that” she inhaled deeply before 
releasing the breath. 


“I know you are doing this for Anya and Bond, but I wanted more. I like you Yor, 
romantically, and I’d like for us to stay together. What do you say?” 


Her heart thudded in anticipation, blood rushing to her face. She willed herself not to cover 
her face with her hands. 


“If I say yes, would you come back?” Yor looked straight at her. 


“T’d come back regardless of your answer. It may be difficult for you to wrap your head 
around, but I have grown quite fond of you and your family - well, maybe not Yuri.” 


Yor laughed, the sound clear and tinkling. 


“Oh, thank goodness! I thought you hated me - I’m not sure if what I feel towards you is 
romantic or not, but I’m willing to find out” Yor smiled. “But staying together will have to 
wait, I’d have to break the news to Anya first.” 


“Got it. Come on now, let us go to bed” Fiona smiled back in acknowledgement. The 
expression felt foreign on her face, yet she couldn’t find in herself to mind it one bit. While 
she didn’t quite have an answer yet, but that was alright- there was plenty of time to find out. 


There was only one bed and underneath a single blanket, she held onto Yor’s hand as sleep 
took over her. 


The next dawn, they took the train back to Berlint. 


“Ma!” Anya lunged at Yor. “You are back!” 


Yor held her tightly, enveloping her small frame. The kid had her wrapped around her finger. 
Behind them, Bond greeted them with a small bark. 


“Bond missed you too” Anya filled in for the dog, as Yor patted his head. 


“The Blackbell’s have arranged for your trip home” Frankie piped up, pointing to a black car 
awaiting on the other side of the road. Betty and her attendant waved when they looked at the 
car, waiting for them. Anya waved back in response. 


“Let’s go home, Ma” her eyes shone as she took off towards her friend. 


“Mr. Frankie, thank you for everything” Yor bowed, the gesture tinged with gratitude and the 
feeling of a farewell. 


“It’s no problem. Did you at least find her?” 
“Yes. Yes, I did” Yor smiled. 


They got back to a life of normalcy within a few days, and soon enough it was Friday. The 
bell rang, and there stood Fiona, breath puffing softly. 


“Welcome, Miss Fiona” Yor greeted warmly. 


Oh, how good it felt to have someone awaiting her return, wishing her such a homely 
welcome. 


“Pm back.” 


Epilogue: 


“Sometimes Papa used to look at Ma, like you are doing right now” Anya commented, after 
observing her tutor. They were waiting for Yor to join them at the dinner table. 


“I didn’t mean to stare,” Fiona said quietly. There was no point in denying it, so she changed 
the topic. “Say, Anya - if I lived here with your mother, how would you feel?” 


“You are going to tutor me forever?” Anya asked, eyes widening in shock. “I hate studying, 
though.” 


“Maybe not forever, but as long as it is possible.” 
“But why?” 
“Because I want to be with Yor.” 


The child wasn’t probably expecting such a simple answer. But Fiona hoped it'd be enough. 
Anya stared at her for a moment, as if reading her mind, analysing her heartsickness. “It is 


ok. But no tutoring me everyday! And also you have to take us to outings! And walk Bond 
sometimes! And-” 


“Anya, are you trying to dump all your responsibilities onto Miss Fiona?” 


Yor cut in smoothly, and Anya looked apologetic. She rubbed the back of her head, 
pretending to know nothing. 


“Oops.” 
“Come on, let’s dig in.” 


They finished cleaning up and Fiona waited as Yor put Anya to bed. Bond too, seemed to 
have slipped into a peaceful slumber on the small bed made for him at the corner of the living 
room. Soon, Yor found her waiting in the living room, beside the windows. 


“Thank you, for all that you’ve done” Yor whispered softly. 


“I should be the one thanking you, for taking care of me throughout this time” she said, 
referring to her injuries. The clock struck nine - and she made her way towards the door. “I 
will see you tomorrow.” 


“Miss Fiona.” 

“Yor?” 

Fiona turned back to face her. 

“I can’t offer you much, yet I have to ask - are you serious about this? About us?” 


She was always serious; so much so - that she took an early retirement from WISE. A part of 
her regretted it - abandoning the life that Twilight had set up for her, but she chose not to 
dwell on it. This was just another path that he had laid out the groundwork for - and who 
cared if she chose to walk it differently? 


“I am. I-” 


“Just don’t leave us behind” Yor held onto the sleeve of her jacket. It was enough to stamp 
out her inertia to walk out. “I’m sorry for being selfish, I want you - Miss Fiona. I want to be 
with you - if you’ll have me.” 


Fiona grasped her hand, turning it so that she could press her lips to her wrist. She could feel 
the pulse beating wildly underneath the warm skin. 


“T love you. And you'll always have me” she promised. 


When she left the apartment that night, tears rolled down her cheeks. She remembered the 
last time she had wept, at the bittersweet realisation of a lost love, now lost to her forever. 


But this time, they were tears of happiness. 
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